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Just a Peek 


Author's Notes: 

Hello! This is the first time I've written a fic for this site. This is only a short ficlet, an idea that occurred to 
me this afternoon, but I'm trying to write something longer for these two. English is not my native language, 
so, sorry if | made any mistakes. Hope you enjoy reading this. * Reviews are helpfull 


"Can | have a look? At least this one time?" 

"Ugh...| dont know, man." 

"Oh, c'mon.. Just a peek, | swear". 

‘Look, | don't really feel like showing something like that to ya, okay?" 
"Why not? Is it the size? ‘S that what's bothering you?" 


"No, it's got nothin’ to do with size!" And James could swear he saw Dave's cheeks become a bit rosy. "It's.. 


the shape..", Dave mumbled, his voice barely audible. And James definitely didn't think that was cute. No way. 
Nuh-uh. After all, it took only a moment for the infamous sneer to be back in place on the redhead's face. "So 


fuck off, Hetfield, and mind your own business". 


"Whoa, hey.. Who cares? It's just a part of your body, nothin’ to be ashamed of. And it's hidden most of the 


time, anyway". 


"Fine, Shitfield’. Dave rolled his eyes, sighing in exasperation "You win, okay? But just this once". He went to 
uncover what James was waiting to see, but then paused, his hazel eyes boring into blue ones. "If you laugh, 


you're dead’, he warned. 
And then the curtains rose. 


And James could hardly contain himself. "Oh.. Oh, man.. PFFF." It was one of those times he wished he could 


shove an entire fist into his own mouth. 


As quickly as they were lifted, the curtains were drawn, protecting the secret behind them once again. "What 


did | just tell you?", Dave growled, his cheeks now becoming a deep shade of crimson. "Huh?" 


"Sorry, man", James basically squealed before a wave of laughter erupted from him, almost choking him then 


and there. "I. l-I can't h-help it". 


Dave just scowled at him before folding his arms over his chest and looking the other way. "Oh, yeah? Well, I'm 
glad you're entertained. Fuck me if this isn't the last time l'm showing you anything’. 


That still didn't stop James. In fact, he seemed to laugh even harder. "l-lt's just.. | mean, they're so.. Fuck, 
Dave.. You.. It's like you're a f-fuckin’ leprechaun! O-or... Shit.. P-Peter Pan.” 


Dave scoffed at that, shaking his head. "Yeah, sure.. I'm Peter Pan. I'm gonna help you fly", he said, turning 
towards James with a saccharine smile on that pretty face. "Right through that window. Off to fuckin! Never- 
will-l-laugh-at-Dave-Lana". 


"Aw, c'mon." James managed to calm himself down to a chuckle instead of full-blown cackling. "It's just a joke". 
Before he could stop himself, he gently brushed the soft, ginger curls away from Dave's flushed face, tucking 
them behind those unusual, pointy ears. This seemed to catch Dave off guard even more than the laughter, 
before he finally settled down with a somewhat sad and tired expression in his eyes, observing James's face. 
That occasional sadness in Dave's eyes bothered James far more than the fiery fury that was there more 
often. He had stopped laughing entirely, now wearing a serious expression without any sign of malevolence or 
mockery. "You know l'm just messing with ya, right? When | say shit like that", he asked, softly, placing a hand 


on Dave's shoulder. 


Dave closed his eyes, taking a deep breath before finally nodding his head. A small smile curved his full lips. 


"Yeah.. | mean, it's you, | know you don't mean it. And it's not like it bothers me or something, you know. ‘S just 


frivolous banter". He shrugged it off, like he always did. "I don't know.. | guess you just reminded me of the 
people who really meant what they said when they called me names like that. People who truly wanted to hurt 
me. They didn't, of course. They were just dumb fucks. You just reminded me of that, that's all’. 


James felt something ache in his chest. He could tell there was more to this than Dave was letting on. But he 
also knew that Dave never liked being vulnerable. From time to time, he'd show bits and pieces to James (yeah, 
this might be an unfortunate choice of words), but James wasn't sure what would happen if he overstepped 


that dangerous line of Dave's pride. He was afraid of losing Dave's trust forever. 


So, instead of digging deeper, he just grinned and went back to being a teasing little shit. "Wait, lemme get this 
straight.. | remind you of dumb fucks?" 


Dave grinned back and whatever was constricting James's chest seemed to unwind at that moment. "Definitely". 
James shook his head, unable to stop grinning like an idiot. "That's just mean". 

Being the epitome of niceness, Dave stuck out his tongue at him. "Aw, boo-hoo, James. Kids are mean’. And 
there it was. The shit-eating grin that spoke of vengeance. "I'm Peter Pan, remember?" He paused to give 
James an ominous look before whispering theatrically: "That means I'll never grow up". 

They both laughed at that. 

And maybe, one day, there would come a time when James would regret saying what he didn't mean. One day, 
he'd perhaps wonder why he didn't try to look below the surface earlier, and more often One day, he might be 
the one to actually hurt Dave. 


But that wasn't that day. It was a good day. 


Because damn.. Those ears of Dave's were really something, mon. 


